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You, now, arising, unfolding roses of incense, 

Scented light dawning in the temples of the sun, 
Harmony spread everywhere through lilac tints of dawn, 
Light changed to silent prayer, prayer to wings of light. 


Sampans sail through your Chinese name, 
Delicate boats afloat on rivers of deep green 
Carrying all earthly goods to rainy markets, 
On sun-filled labyrinths, quiet of safe harbors. 


The brilliant overflowing white subtropical sun 
Burning in the water, walking steadily inland, 
Bronzing your ancestors’ faces multiplied to yours -- 


Woman of so many women, of so many streams and paths, 

Woman from so far away, the other side of earth; 

The compass rose that blossoms in your heart points only to 
the realm of love. 


If a smile is a type of light, your face is radiance itself. 
Dark trees by roadside, their smooth black arteries, 

Starred seaweed surging in the water’s pulse 

Where the gold eye of the moon’s tossed coin blinks shut -- 


Lost somewhere there, although we don’t recall. 

For it was long ago, before the embers of the earth 
Were turned to white ash blown away to stars, 

Before the smoldering grate was twinkling in the dark. 


Distance between us, but the braided bough of dreams 
Will bring us wheat and pomegranate seeds, white rice 
As pure as any snow, the bread of silent soft communion 


And whitest wax for candlelight; and surely 
Flowers, flowers for these candles to give forth, 
If only those that also, also are a type of light. 


Burning leaves, in the midst of them a wasp 

nest -- 
Hollow of silken gray, cigar ash delicate, 
Holding out amid liquid flame that pulses, 
Reaching upward toward a place where you and I 


Can never go. Where is that place? What is the 
core 

That hides itself inside the burning heart? Desire 

Is the overflow of everything we are, 

But is it in the heart of fire or is it 


In the deep reserve, beneath the whirlpool 
And the turbulence: the honeycomb’s recess, 
Within the quiet of two sheltered lives 


That gather willow branches, green and cool, 
Supple and distilling healing essences, 
Thus, a temporary shelter from the fire? 


The stream, the budded weeds of yellow lace 
That reach into the chrome-like discs of sun, 
The wobbly jigsaws of the sky, above the dusty 


cords 
That reach down through the clouded amber dark -- 


You will recall these portents from the water. 

For you are sunlight-borne and move above 

The green and yellow brown, the chestnut flows 

Of silty maelstroms, their queens Anne’s lace of 
foam. 


You’ll skirt and even float above all these, 
Borne by the sun that brought you 
From the bright green typhoon country of your birth 


Its high white sun burning against the blue, 
Filling rice fields with its flashing gold, 
The light you carry, like a halo, all around you. 


Land of golden temples and egg markets in the morning, 
Where cream-filled cakes are sold from small blue carts 
And where vermilion incense wands are like cattails 

In bronze cauldrons of white ash, white as any beach; 


The bluest sky above, and more than blue, burning down 
Into the secrets of the lotus pond, there where 

You spread your smile from sunlight’s shards of gold; 

And yet your smile’s not gold, but perfection of all white -- 


White as your thoughts, as well your lone hours, innocent 
And tending always toward the others, those you put 
Before yourself, those you greet with laughter 


Of a thousand prayers, the liveliest embraces, 

Inexhaustible charity proceeding from your heart 

Of purest hearts, of sunlight, open skies, of honesty and 
work. 


In the dark wood where I lost my way I broke a 
leaf 
And placed it to my lips -- cool, moist and veined 
And smelling of the fields, of the trees, their 
pleated 
Scab-like dusty bark as full of maze-like paths 


For the ants and licorice-colored beetles opening 
Their mandibles along green branches and their 
Waving feelers in tall wrist-tickling, wind- 
wavering 
Long grass. The path was streaks of grease, black 
oil 


Shone amethyst in a moonlit puddle in a rut. 
I couldn’t find the way between tree gangs; 
The black mold spores of bushes grew around. 


Where was the compass someone promised me? 
There was only hearing, strange disorienting 
sounds 
But with no words, and not my name: and then, 
there was your voice 


The moon was bleeding in my mouth, and rain 

Was dripping from my eyes; my tongue 

A pine cone that had lost its seeds, and the gold wheat 
Of my heart had parched and staggered in the wind; 


Sand in my two palms, and it ran between 

My fingers without cease; an hourglass made of a cicada’s 
Cast off chiton was my stomach; my two legs 

Were black water from a pond; deep in my eyes 


The ants had made their bullet holes; the exit wounds 
Were zodiac signs tattooed across my back. And yet 
The sun, in secret, and without my being conscious, 


Was looking down on me, was touching at my wounds, 
Not as though to heal them just yet, but with a thought 
To showing me the long path to the tree of honeycombs. 


Farm girl is what you are, raised in poverty, although 
You did not know it; melons, beans and peas, 

Guava and sugar cane; pigs roamed your yard, 

And in the fall you burned the peanut plants, 


Returning to your farmhouse made of brick 

From fields quincunxed with smoldering clumped fires, 
With your clothes fragrant from the peanut smoke, 
Your hands and forearms stained with dirt and grass. 


Your cooking is the simplest, and yet it is the best: 
Steamed vegetables with rice, dofu from the market, 
Shao bing with a fried egg tucked inside, and tea -- 


A light green tea, grown in the mountains 
Or far Chia Yi, picked by women like yourself, 
Clear to the very bottom like yourself. 


On the east side of the island the sea breaks in, 
Explodes in needle spray, thick spurts of foam -- 
The shore smelling both fresh and rank at once -- 
Heavy snowflakes, though they never last an instant 


In the light that always burns so sharp and strong 

And here, of course, there is no snow at all. 

Wooden cottages along the road, white sand on floors, 
Wooden shutters, rusted screens with holes, 


No air-conditioning, the wooden door swings open 
With the wind, slams shut; a coil gas range for the pan 
And ever present tea kettle; quiet, no children here. 


The water stretches out into the infinite Pacific. 
But what is there? The many fabled islands 
And no more. But this is what we have, our island here. 


Your skin is lightest tan, with tones of copper underneath, 

Honey is in it too, and the overwhelming light you lived 

Beneath and that became a part of it, your cinnamon 
warmth, 

And a smoothness not known anywhere, with any other 
one, 


But only you; silk is not the metaphor; it’s deeper, 

And more earthly and work-laden, carrying so many tones, 
So many textures barely felt. It is a history, the story 

Of a climate, of a family, of a fate: one woman 


Yet so many others too, one woman, many women, 

All in one; your multiplicity a small sheaf of your beauty 
too. 

And yet you are the singular, the irreplaceable. 


It is not possible to tell your story; there are 
No childhood pictures of you: your family was too poor. 
And yet, and still, you have your luminous skin. 


Music to hear, the music of your mouth, 
Your Chinese accent charming everyone, 
Smoke rings of spoken syllables 
Wobbling through the air, cat’s eyes 


Of grammar fixing everyone in luminous 
Pausings for them actually to hear, 

To listen to your inward voice, like a bird 
That beats its wings out of a tree’s leaves, 


Scattering the rain so those beneath 
Are startled, wakened from their coal black 
Miner’s stoop, their cramping excavations, 


Their underground and mired purposes. 
But now, instead, rained on with soft bright music 
drops, 
They must unbend like shoots that listen to the 
sun. 


We communicate not just by speech 

But also by our standing, walking, being here 
Together, sitting quietly. The sun is in the room 
Then, illuminating us, and warming us 


And filling thoughts between us 

With its luminous faint threads, wire threads 

Of mercurochrome that shine but can’t be held; 

Gossamer like softest dust that’s waited a long 
time, 


Spider webs that hold the diamonds of the rain, 
Reflecting greenest grass, yet neither one of us. 
Who is it reflected there? Who or what? 


Rain mist soaks the garden’s everything; 

Becomes another, yet with scarcely a touch. 

The wet leaf almost touches with its just 
depending drop. 


Apples with a rainy taste and pears with chalky tartness, 
Lemons as bright as sunlight in a window, 

Grapes with dust still on them and a scent of wood 

And saw dust from the packing crates, 


Pineapples with their Indian headdress and pinecone 
Spikiness, inside tree rings of yellow sticky juice, 
Almost hot with sweetness, guava squat and green, 
And mangoes with their yellow, orange and peachy red, 


Their huge and egg-shaped pit, and “dragon’s eyes” 
In their parchment colored lizard-skin-like peel: 
Inside a gray translucent pulp, sweeter, juicier 


Than any grape: fruits of your country, 
Fruits you brought to me to taste, giving me 
All I wanted, giving me the land, your home. 


Your Chinese hair, thick and absolutely black, 
A thousand Arabian ponies could not have 
The like of it: luminous and lustrous , 

Like the blackest coffee poured out endlessly, 


A swaying curtain to your shoulders, light 
Gleaming on its surface; it is like a stream 
Expressing your deep nature: not your mind 
And not your body’s life, some pure abundance 


That you shed around you as you 
Walk into a room or bend to straighten something, 
And then come to talk to me; it is a thing 


Somewhat apart from you, and yet still you -- 
Limitlessly graceful, fragrant in yet untellable ways, 
And yet there is no end to what it tells. 


How strong and firm you are for somebody so small, 

Your spine as straight as a young tree, your arms 

So slender and yet capable, your hands a farm girl’s hands. 
In the womb of night you straighten like a seedling, 


In the morning when you rise you stretch and yawn 
And pray to those gods whom I do not understand 

Who give you power, energy, and health. 

The sun comes into you, tides of light flow through you. 


In the day, the sky’s a stair for you to climb, 
The earth an endless spring beneath your step, 
And the wind brings you your breath, your clarity, 


The birds your speaking voice. In the night 
The moon shines into you, fills you with its power, 
And the stars sow all their seeds inside your heart. 


You told me once that when you were thirteen 
You hid from your father, climbing up a tree. 

He called and called, you didn’t answer him. 
Silent, you crouched there, waiting, but for what? 


And then you said you once tried to eat a frog. 
You grabbed it, put it in your mouth and then -- 
You felt it squirming, wiggling around, 

And so you spit it out. Were you that hungry? 


Maybe you were. Once you told me a typhoon 
Blew the roof off your house, and for a month 
Your family got by without a roof. 


Taiwanese farm girl, your feet, always bare 

When you were small, have been in mud and soil, 

Have been in stones, in puddles, chasing after 
frogs. 


Salt roses of the sea, white chains of the surf dissolve, 
Beer froth and loosening lace, vague dispersing windows 
Into slate depths; fishermen have drowned 

Within short sight of land, their danger every day. 


Your father is a farmer. He is seventy. 

Still fit and youthful, though one eye is blind. 
You are one of eight children. Poverty 

Put its official stamp upon your life. 


But not upon your spirit, which has grown 
Beyond the limits of the bars that tried 
To hold you in. You melted them with sunlight. 


You broke them with the power of your prayer and study; 

You could not be withheld. The proverb says: 

Hand against hand, foot against foot: no unstoppable 
technique. 


Your land is armored for invasion, in the hills 
Are gunnery emplacements, pillboxes, 

Tank redoubts; a whole array of camouflage 
And oiled steel, missiles, artillery shells, mines. 


What are they thinking? Pursuing an illusion, 

The fascist warlords of Taiwan continue 

To think war; yet if it ever comes, they will 

Not be the ones to fight it. They will run to others. 


We know to whom. Yet in despite of that their 
Minds are twisted round the curlicue 
Of xenophobia and racism: laws against foreigners, yes. 


Still with this cup of tea we have tonight, 
Given to us by one of our good friends, 
Expensive tea at that, some small progress is made. 


The moon spotlit ocean of midnight, breeze 
From the mainland, and some low small waves, 
A moon half hidden by cornflower clouds... 
The air is warm and smells of sand and salt. 


Your are a silhouette in the blue dark 

Where you stand, holding out your hand to me 

Yet looking out toward the eastern sea of China, 

Looking far into the past, from where your family 
came. 


The sea rocks just visible between green waves 
Are ranks of soldiers, ranks of centuries, 
Changing even as we look at them. 


The mainland, centuries old, yet changing, 
Even as we look toward it, unable to see it, 
Unable, really, to see anything. 


Wheat that has been heaped up in the sun cannot 

Convey the goldness of your hair, although your hair is 
black, 

Blacker than chestnuts burnt in a coal grate; 

The fallen apples after rain do not have drops of water 


Clearer than your eyes, your eyes of deepest jade, 
Although they too are black; your movements 

Like the wind in the oak tree when a storm is coming, 
Powerful, unpredictable, and more than beautiful. 


If anyone thinks that I exaggerate, he has not 
Seen your face, your movement, heard your perfect speech, 
Had contact with your irreplaceable soul. 


He is an outcast excluded from the boundless teeming 

Grains of light, a wanderer on a road of charcoal, 

His pathway burnt already by the world, his heart by 
ignorance. 


The thousand-leaved night is full of rain and street signs; 
They do not point the way we want to go. 

But you already follow the pathway of the maple’s root, 
Golden petals of the sunflower, the morning glory’s light. 


You know the intricate enigma of all healing ways; 
Evil cannot touch you; sprigs of green mint and the rain 
your shield. 

If these are not enough you know the ways of prayer 
Which in your hands are clear, and wise, and powerful. 


The sun has shined down through the deep pond of your 
soul, 

Disseminating purity and light, instilling wisdom, 
Holiness and love; the green vines 


Know this in their roots and buds and reach up 
Through the sunshot mirror of the water’s depths. 
I, on the surface, float above them, trailing both my hands. 


Passing the rice fields in the planting time, 

The rain smell comes to me; the stooping laborers. 
Your father was one such, and he still is, 

Even at his age; somehow he still has strength. 


Overwhelming sun has toughened all his bones, 
His skin and sinews, his heart like an ox’s heart. 
We who come after must resort to spells. 
Special medicines give us the sun instead. 


The burning gasoline of light reflected in the 
water, 

With nails of grass green paths set down 
Amid the blaze -- he walks amid their fire, 


He bends down to it, although he is not burned. 
Where can we find a similar strength and power? 
But you already have it in your heart. 


The typhoon came and flooded the subway. 
Yet in your shell of peace and moving calm 
You were unfazed. You bring the golden 
Halo of the Buddha and his golden face 


To everything you find, to everyone; 

You hand them cups of warm green tea, 
But it is more than tea, you give them 
Little cakes, and almond cookies, but these 


Are tokens of the torrent, massing 
Like a river in the flooding spring inside of you, 
Your holiness, your light that’s held within 


And shines in all your gestures, in your eyes, 
Illuminated river, flowing luminous source, 
Overpowering presence in just one small girl. 


At night we bring the streams of both our arms 
Into our arms and each bring both our legs into 
our legs, 
The faces of our faces become one 
And the breath of our two breathings becomes 
breath. 


The wafer of the light is given us to handle 
In the darkness; we pass it to each other 
And the small room of creation becomes a single 
bead, 
A water droplet holding all the people of the 
world -- 


The newborn baby, the old man near death, 

The newly married couple and the bride at birth -- 

We see them all, feel them as they feel 
themselves, 


The cracking sheathes are opened finally, 
And with each other’s help we both come forth 
To witness and to know, to know and strive. 


You framed in a doorway, behind you and around 
You is the night breeze from the eastern sea 

Above you is the deep subtropical sky 

The moons of green and amber, white silver clouds, 


Looking down onto the silent court yard 
Watching from the screenless sliding door 

That leads into your bedroom, motionless, 
With your fingers on the door’s edge, waiting -- 


But for what? -- with your long black onyx hair, 
Your red silk and your name that speaks of jade, 
With your slim soft legs hidden by the night, 


Chinese woman with your lips held just apart 
Where you breathe the fragrant humid air, 
Standing just above me, up to your nipples in darkness. 


Chinese woman, how much you’ve taught me. 
I did not know the ways of harmony, 

The breath of inner peace stuck in my chest; 

I was a knot entangled in itself. 


Little by little you undid the cords. 
Lying in the sun I felt the sun, 

Lying in the dark I knew the dark: 

The million creatures offered to my hand 


I touched; they were not harmful, and yet still 
I will not live forever. I must burn 
In the fire that consumes each living thing, 


Already I am partly ash, already 
I can see beyond the senses that I have, 
Glimpsing the outline of our truer forms. 


Everything is given to me when you are around. 
The fields full of rice or wheat, purest white 

Or amber gold like beer poured from a tap, 

Gold particles of sun and chestnut colored shade, 


The clouds that float as islands luminous with sun, 
The shadows that the earth begins to cast, 

The turquoise depths of sky down near the hill 
That seem to go so far, so far beyond the earth, 


Beyond the thought of everything we know 
As beautiful or fearful , good or evil in itself, 
Unspoken silent absolution of the sky 


At evening: this too is given me. Where could 
I find you if I lost you? And yet you’d never go away. 
This is the one thing that I truly have. 


Gold pollen of the sunset breaking up 

In petals of dark empty space, salt grains 

Of stars so far away, ours is left on the dry beach 
Of absolutely empty night. Where is the earth? 


Where are we here, suffering and lost? 

I wonder is it worth it. What can befall me 

In the time that I have left, and yet 

A smile is a type of light. This I have learned. 


What mark have I left printed on the world? 
Nothing gives my face back to me, even 
The glass of mirrors or of windows 


Shows me something alien. Three-shadowed man, 
Inhabiting the present, the future, and the past, 
What can be done to gather you to one? 


You are the brown-skinned girl, the maid 

Of sunlight and of shadow, musk and grape 
Arbors in your hair, and the fruit of melon vines 
All gathered in your arms. Champagne 


Of the burning hillsides tread on by the sun 

Is poured forth from your nipples, and the wheat 

Of every field is gathered in your belly’s tiny mound. 
You who now have all will give me all. 


The pond that carries gold light in its blue 
And hallowed depths, the trees that give forth fruit 
The sun gives them, the wind that never can be anything 


But warm, and ships that wait in dry dock, 
Readied to transport us to the golden land, 
Beyond the Eldorado, the pure blue. 


You come from a poor family, from a southern place, 
The soil rich and yet the climate harsh, typhoons 
Have decimated places near your home; 

Mudslides buried hundreds, thousands. 


Fishermen have drowned and done so often. 

It is a hard life. And the government’s corrupt. 
These things are not poetic, but they must be said. 
Said because they’re part of your true life. 


You wouldn’t be the self you are unless 
These things were as they are, and as 
They’ve always been. And yet you have survived. 


No, more than just survived. You have become 
A hope for others and a help for them. 
Always your laughter, luminous and strong. 


The night holds always these for you — 
Dream, hope and studying the holy book, 
(Whatever book you choose, that one is holy); 
Your mind itself an illuminated page. 


Gather yourself within your quiet harbor, 

Circled round with friends, with things you know; 
Music is the guardian of the spirit, let it speak, 

As you have always done, as you must do. 


The solitary self is yet the only self. 
We help each other through the wave 
Of time, the gradual disclosure 


Of the closing hours, the gradual, then stark, 
Diminishments; and yet you have yourself, 
The knowledge and the wisdom you’ ve acquired. 


Blue morning light now edges past the blinds, 
Soft sounds from down below, the earliest 
Pedestrians, a car starts here, or there; 

The snow has muffled the sounds of early day. 


Frost is on the window; steam ovals, leaf-like prints. 
It’s cold in here. We huddle under blankets 

For extra warmth. And you’re still sound asleep. 
Eyes closed, your eyelashes so long and dark. 


We will get up; make each other breakfast: 
Shao bing for you; steel-cut oats for me. 
Chinese tea for both of us. And then to work. 


But we’ll return a the end of the long day 
To share the evening quiet. You’ll play your dulcimer. 
I'll get some reading done. And then bed early. 


Our house has bare walls, a simple kitchen, 
Wet clothes are hung outside on a back porch. 
We are not rich. But light bestows its million -- 
No -- its infinite smoldering blossoms 


Of unaccountable radiance -- white, pale yellow, 
Gold, and almost solid through the living room: 
We walk in splendor amid profusions 

Of unlimited and dazzling space; 


Spotlights and pencil lines and thick ropes cross 
The champagne-colored air. This is the truth. 
Reality of light and not of mere commodity. 


Now, looking down into the street I see 
Cars swarming up against each other; 
Each one quite knowing where it needs to go. 


Always an excellent cook; everything 

Is simple, healthy, pure and fresh. What more 
Could anybody ask? Carrots of bright orange, 
Onions and green peppers, ginger, mushrooms, 


Yam leaves and asparagus, peas, broccoli, 
Rice as white as snow, sometimes an egg, 
But not too much. Lettuce chopped up fine, 
Scallions, pieces of fresh garlic and tomatoes, 


And then of course dofu. Yes, we’re vegetarians, 
And so we do not kill. And this is the reason 
For chopsticks. It is unseemly to have knives at table. 


Is it possible to live in harmony 
With each other and the world? Often I, 
Alone at night, have wondered about this. 


You are the daughter of contested land, 

Your father a farmer just outside of town; 
Your family in past times was quite poor; 

You understand frugality, the strong and plain. 


Think of other places, the sea is not far off. 

You teach your students English, diligently, well. 
You know the nature of both life and death, 

And the elements are brought together in you. 


Taiwanese woman, your person slender, strong, 
You are not made for farmwork only; 
You have studied long and studied hard. 


At night you sleep the sleep of peacefulness; 
All disturbing thoughts placed far away. 
And sleep renews the virtues that you dream. 


You say that you have dreams, your second sight, 
And ghosts had haunted your old apartment: 

No need to be afraid of them you say, 

If you leave them alone they won’t bother you -- 


And sometimes they don’t want their faces seen, 
They hide them in their hands and slink away; 

When a typhoon’s coming, with its wind and rain, 
And screaming noises that catch the building’s eaves, 


You say that it’s the spirits gathering outside, 
Conferring together which place to go to next. 
You're absolutely serious about this. 


Woman of second sight, deep religious mystic, 
Who knows what it could be you see and know? 
Who knows what it could be you really are. 


Steep darkness coming early in these latitudes, 
No gradual declination of the sun: 

Space is lilac, then empurpled; suddenly, 

And without warning, it is night. 


Night with no stars, loud street signs blare them out; 
Traffic nudging bumpers, intersections tangled, 
Constant traffic horns, streetlights half the time 
Ignored: this is Taipei. A drizzle over all. 


Out of this confusion you have come, 
Braving lethal traffic on your motorbike; 
The room is half dark, a lemon slice of light 


Illuminating the hallway near the door. 
We float out into the night, all limits gone, 
Stepping through a doorway into elsewhere. 


Your eyes in the dark room pools of second sight, 
Your hair an aura of black premonitions. 

Second sight is speechless, and yet you have 
Your toughness and a calmness deep inside. 


Black leaf veins now birth mark your face. 

A wind takes them away, but we’re indoors. 

No wind here and no trees; ghost shadows, 

Wind from out of nowhere. You stand facing me, 


Staring into my eyes. Your eyes are like 
Two chestnuts, brown, opaque, not human, 
Human still; and yet not threatening. 


You do not speak to me but look away. 
Your face returns to normal; then you sit down on the floor, 
A ways away, your knees drawn up around you. 


I took taken too many sleeping pills -- zolpidem. 
Hallucinations in the middle of the night. 

I saw ghosts, witches with tendril arms, 
Extending them, wavering like pipe smoke, 


Enticing me to come, smiling blood grins 
Of pure evil, their arms like water weeds 
Attempting to entangle me, blood-thirsty; 
A then a woman’s face -- beautiful -- emerged 


From the dark host, bloodstained teeth, 
A grinning mask from hell, beyond horrifying. 
I knelt up in the bed, my arms extended to them, 


Beckoning, or warding off, I don’t know which. 
And you sat on the floor, your knees drawn up, 
Not looking at me. Seeing everything. 


But then: morning, sunny, full of gold-green leaves 

And pears, cherries, apples with water beads 

And stiff leaves on them, pineapples sliced in sunny rings, 
Fried rice with green peas, diced carrots, a boiled egg, 


Tea the color of pale honey mixed with lemon, 
Poured out so steaming hot in small white cups, 
Mere thimblefuls of tea, sipped carefully, 
Dispelling the night and its insanity. 


I go out to the balcony, seven stories up; 
The day has started once again. Women 
With umbrellas protecting their fair skin from sun, 


Men jerking delivery trucks around -- air conditioners, 
Bottled water, vegetables from small farms. 
I glance down. A spot of sun is in my tea. 


You’ve come from the open market, early 

In the morning, your arms full of bags of vegetables -- 
Sweet potatoes, white potatoes, onions, garlic, 

And yam leaves, carrots, and fresh dofu -- 


The farmer makes it himself -- it has a nutty taste, 
A honeydew, a cantaloupe, some guava, 

(Called bala) and then some peanut candy 

(An acquaintance makes it in his tiny shop). 


Always giving friends business, that’s the way, 
Favors and returning favors, and not 
Mere money, that’s what makes things go. 


Your arms are full of plastic bags (they’re always pink). 
And then I help you to unload it all, 
And we talk about what happened at the market. 


White mist-rain and silence came into the land. 

You came to me out of the drizzly wet, a green umbrella 
Parasoling you; your Chinese face was framed 

In faintest shadows; eyes of black coffee, cheekbones 


So high and sharp. Your face entirely beautiful, 

And more than beautiful. The Good shines in it. 

You are of the Blessed, one of the holy people 

God has placed upon the earth. Your sweet grace 
everywhere, 


Your sweet and constant grace, making things easier 
For everyone, thinking of others first, always yourself last. 
What would the world be like without your kind? 


If you are a kind, that is. But really I don’t know if you 

could be: 
Apparition from the rain or sun, no weathers dampen you: 
Your spirits and your spirit are a constant good. 


Aquatint of dim air in the early afternoon: 
The fountain pouring upward bits of ice 
And grainy light that sparkles as it fills 

The marble basin where huge goldfish loiter. 


A prostitute bar across the street has black notes 
Prancing from the Chinese sign I cannot read; 
Under the fountain are piano keys, 

Unheard-of melodies that bring more rain 


And even worse wind too: Taipei; grimy city, 
Pink and green, and powder blue, with all its lights 
All advertising bars, and girls, massage parlors. 


Lights are all reflected in the fountains; the girls 
Held captive by their mainland China bosses. 
Pale harbingers of the typhoon in the distance. 


In the winter the bridge had disappeared in mist; 
Spearmint green rails out of frosty cloud. 

Up ahead pedestrians emerge from films of smoke. 
Traffic below unfazed and blaring straight. 


Green bridge to where? Where are they all going? 
Foreign city, I cannot find my way in you. 
The natives are not friendly, racism curdles them, 
Or maybe the narrow alleyway of poverty 


Lasting for too long . But you, even though 
You were the poorest of the poor, you still 
Retain your loving kindness, affection 


Like honey pouring out, and pouring endlessly, 
Like water in the fountains, like the smile 
Of the Buddha, like the golden radiance of his face. 


You have converted to Christianity you say, 
But yet you do not merely talk, you live it, 
Just as you lived your Buddhism before. 
Religion is not part of you, it is you. 


One night I was drinking wine, getting drunk, 

The bottle of bright liquid more than half way down. 
I said you were the most religious person 

I had ever known. You said thank you. 


What is religion? The opening of self, 
So that the self’s no longer where it was, 
The center of the universe, the single, crucial thing; 


It is a vista all of light, opening of all horizons 
Absolutely, all at once; an apparition of the others 
Out of invisibility, where they once had been. 


Peach colored moons in a subtropical sky 
Against an aquamarine background; seed stars 
Of pink and of white-turquoise set around 
Shining cloud bars of misty indigo. 


The wind is picking up and blowing sand 

Across the parking lot; we’re walking back -- 
Heads down against the grit. And yet you smile. 
You’re always smiling, because you love the world. 


Beauty or ugliness: the sunlit market 
In the morning, thousands of people 
Shouting, haggling, selling; or those strange two -- 


Insulting you one day on the street, 
I about to deck them, but you held me back. 
Even to such as them you give your charity. 


Overwhelming radiating sun of blinding 

Lemon rind, and pomegranate light 

Through cherry trees; sunlight hot as lemon pulp 
Making you sweat hot tea; dizzying sun 


Of purple blackout cold sweat haze, when all 
Turns weightless pinprickling wooziness, 
And you have to drop to one knee, or else 
Hold on with one hand to the nearest wall. 


But just then, by telepathy, you call me 
On my cell phone: How am I? you ask. 
Maybe not so great. What’s wrong? The heat, I say. 


Go in underneath some shade, you tell me. 
I'll be there in a bit. And then you are. 
Bringing me cold water and some very cold green tea. 


So many Chinese women, all of them so nice 

And all of them so beautiful as well; 

How could one ever choose? Where there is so much 
beauty, 

Beauty becomes the norm. One thinks of other things. 


I see you sitting on your little bed, 

A nun’s cot really, studying a Sutra 

Or the Bible. I think of your great thoughtfulness, 
So much beyond what other people have. 


Your head bowed down in concentration, 
Avid to take in what’s there. Just as, 
Out in the world, your smile, your childlike laughter, 


Show your spirit open and still welcoming 
New things, new things of every kind, new people too, 
And these the most, new souls of every kind. 


Your laughter is so childlike; it’s more than just a charm; 
It gives an indication of your soul -- 

So bright, expansive, ever-present, always living, 

Never half-asleep, always welcoming the others, 


No matter who, no matter where they come from; 
And I myself was one such. In the small bodega 
Where by chance we met, and I, with no Chinese, 
Was having trouble ordering, you stepped right in, 


Not obtrusively, confident, yet underlyingly shy, 
Telling the Jaubahn what I was trying to say, 
Then talking to me, shyly, and yet thinking to yourself, 


Behind the candid and yet careful mask you wore. 
You became my Chinese teacher then. O how 
Many intricate relationships: Chinese woman, foreign man. 


Not merely laughter, but you sing as well. 

How well I remember your singing in the kitchen 
As you cooked for me. The honey-colored sun 
Shone through the kitchen window making 


Haloes all around you, just the finest outlines, 

That set you slightly off from all that you were doing -- 
Chopping, frying, boiling, chopping more... 

Chinese food is sometimes lots of work. 


And yet your singing never stopped. It wasn’t loud, 

But to yourself, and I, I couldn’t recognize the song, 

Something Chinese, no doubt. I knew that you were happy 
then, 


Your voice not loud but clear, and pleasant; 
Its tones were sweet, melodious and beautiful. 
Voice is an emanation of the soul, the unmistakable. 


Luminous spirit, peaceful lambent mind, 

Your eyes look to the darkness up ahead, 

Opening cones of light, as when a burning glass 

Is focused on some paper, and the sun burns through. 


And you step through the dark; the door 

That’s closed on us, the known and unknown 
Boundary; your calmness and your courage 
Giving effortless entrance, bright aura of your fire. 


And yet you will be changed. There is no way 
To pass the narrow gates without that happening, 
No way to pass from boundary to flame. 


And yet we’ve seen the like of this before 
When putting paper in a grate, how it wrinkles, blackens, 
Burns -- and then is all configured into stars. 


When I am sick I burrow in myself: nocturnal dreams 
Awaken me although it’s day; fever makes everything 
Blurred and confused, as though through dirty glass, 
The world is an unwashed aquarium tank; 


My head is twice its size or else a dim construction 
Packed in gauze; my body papier-machée, 

Doubled with ghost aches in every joint, or else 
My head pounds with the impact of an anvil; 


I can just stand: the world seems excrement 
And everything is hostile: colors blare. 
But you bring me flowers, and space opens up -- 


An opening, a relaxation diffuses in me, 
My mind begins to trace accustomed paths; 
I look at you again, and the world comes back to me. 


Light of all light, arresting glory of midday, 
Blinding and more than blinding, stunning 

Aura beyond all visibility, burning non-substance 
And yet somehow real, conflagration 


Of the real beyond substance: darkened 

With radiance that we cannot see, and yet do see, 
Life-creating power and life-killing, 

Wave and particle and particle and wave, 


Engendering and yet defeating mind, 
Source of all insight and confusion too, 
Spur of vitality that awakens us, 


Suffocating, stultifying incubus, 
Luminous opacity, and obscure portent, 
Mundane word, beyond all worldly speech. 


They’re liars, those who told you I had gone. 

The public wasteland that is gossip swallowed them. 
It’s said whoever goes there won’t come back, 

Or, if they do, then they’ Il be sorely changed. 


And such were these unfortunates: tangled 

In the cobwebs of their own repellent speech; 

They were like flies caught there. A spider 

Was not needed. They died by eating their own shit. 


We will go far from the place of lies and dreck, 
Let the dog’s vomit be licked up by itself. 
Let it enjoy it; it is to its taste. 


But in the glowing fire of the place we’ve come to, 
We bring each other comfort, rest and peace. 
With bring each other truth and fidelity. 


Fragrances of the south, you grew up among them, 
Oranges, lemons, the trees on your father’s farm, 
Fig trees, the special scent of rongs that bear no 
fruit 
Except their own gray basket weave aerial roots, 


An earthen smell, slightly metallic, somewhat bitter. 
The smell of mud and then, of course, the smell of 
rain, 
Of rain and rain -- typhoons with all their 
devastating winds. 
And then the scent of strawberries, tart and delicate, 


The hot fields of summer. In autumn, cane smoke 
From burning piles, sugar cane and peanuts, 
And the smoke of piled leaves, wood smoke 


From your fireplace as well, and in the winter, 

The fragrance of the small stoves that you warmed 

Your rooms with, crackling with firewood and 
sticks. 


You who are the helper of so many people’s hearts, 

Who can help your own, deep in the delirium 

Where dark confusing woods cluster around, 

Filled with multiplying trees that stagger into 
distance, 


Making any place another, another place this one, 
Where confusing sounds call out your name, 
With your own voice, or with your father’s voice, 
And snow paths glimmer faintly in the mud, 


Where swirling directions turn you round and 
round, 

Disorienting you, pointing the wrong path, 

Although you cannot know that it is wrong -- 


Gather the light that clusters in the snow, 
Snow crystals, forms of beauty and austerity, 
Constructions of delicacy, integrity, renewal. 


You the sun and I the sunflower, following you, 
Drinking in your nurturing and steady light, 
Your light like honey pouring endless from a jar, 
I raise my petals toward the apex of your source, 


Inexhaustible profusion that you are, 

The sun burnt sand you gathered to my roots 

Was not enough. My leaves stretch out their fullest 
Aspiration toward your infinite expanse. 


Yet how to reach you; counting all your steps 
Is not enough; I need the touch of light, and more, 
The radiance past all light, source beyond source. 


Only this can fill the infinite cells, gold arteries 
Of eye-filled leaves; only these can give 
The elemental power to reach on and on. 


Love in the night, when the lilies of honeysuckle 
Tangle in the dark and night birds wreath 
themselves 
In bowers of peacock eyes, watching deep water 
In the field stone well, where mica seeds of stars 
bloom 


In ailanthus trees, the trees of heaven, of hell, 
Whichever is preferred by the traveler through 
The subterranean streams, his overcoats of mania, 
The green cool leaves of rest; and in the amniotic 


Globe of tea green water the hashish of redemption 
Exhales tree root fragrances, imperturbable 
Grasslands of wide and white gold steppes, where 


Horses walk in scattered herds, where nomads 
Follow them, where the moon is like a cone of 
blood 
That is not spilled but, nonetheless, replenishes the 
sun. 


Twilight fades around the green eyes of the owl 

In its feathered hive, the mandibles of insect pines 

Are whispering, It’s time to hunt, or else, time to 
refrain; 

The sulfur moon is pulling duckweed veils to itself, 


And as it does, it slowly grows blue spider veins 

Of ruptured capillaries; deep snow is full 

Of fallen sunspots and the finest lunar dust 

Is sifted through its mesh. Shadow-men are hunting. 


They’ ll search and yet not find. The compass that 

they use 
Is filled with auricular bones of hares, celadon eyes 
Of armored fish, whose names and lineage 


Are still unknown. So they will wander through the 
warmest snow 

And then find shelter in the owl’s centuries tall tree, 

There fall into a dual-bodied, and yet endless sleep. 


The women wandering in the sugared wood 

Are fashion models, though they’ re no longer that: 
One has the eyes of a green bobcat, one 

The neck and head of an Ibis, and one's a scorpion. 


The sugar is not snow and yet it is not salt; 

It may be sulfur, but in the moon’s aqua light, 

It has the dim appearance of long-dried blood, 

Pigeon blood perhaps. They try to wash their eyes 
with it, 


Yet to no avail. Thus, none of them can see. 
They make their way by feeling for the trees. 
The tree bark is like nothing other than their 


Mothers’ private parts. It's disconcerting. 

Still by dint of touch and, as it were, a sort of 
memory, 

They do find their way into the hydra’s cave. 


Waving tall and yellow grass and each one has an 

eye, 
Not for watching the sun, however; these eyes 
Are always closed; a milkweed-pod-like covering, 
Like lizard skin, keeps them from the sun. 


Blood-colored insects swarm in the tall grass. 
A twisted girl — that is to say, a girl with a twisted 
spine — 
Was found here one night, hideously used. 
Insects had eaten the face away, dental records 
sufficed. 


One “Zeek,” he earned his living as a carpenter, 
Spoke often with the sun. The bright insects 
That floated in the air — not the crawling ones — 


He knew were kisses of the sun and special 
messengers. 
He had no choice but to obey, it was the sun. 
He had no choice. No one can possibly, when the 
sovereign orders you. 


The agate eye of the jaguar watched me as I slept. 
The python tangled the tree limb it was on 

And got a better view. The sounds of the forest 
Were like newsprint burning, and incessant. 


Hearing without ears to hear was All, 
And clouds flowed out along the ground 
Like mist, and yet they were the clouds. 
Sparrows, crows, and wrens were bullets 


Shooting through vapor, and the ground 
Was full of handprints made of blood. 
The mud itself was active, animate, 


With hand-like structures, tight fingers 
That wrapped themselves around you 
If you stood in one place for too long. 


The burning leaves are tongues of flame with 
arteries all through. 
We speak strange languages, yet we cannot speak; 
A fire is in our throats, it rises to our mouths 
And wants to be let out, it wants its venture in the world. 


But in our minds, and in our mouths, and in our two cupped 
hands, 

Anointed foreheads bear stigmata of the weeping wound 

Of non-communication: nothing can reach the other side. 

A hand held out is just a held out hand. 


Puzzle of languages, and we speak such different ones. 
Miscommunication is our element; we speak, and think, 
And then we speak again, but it is all dry leaves, 


Dry leaves beneath our feet, beneath our wandering 
And pathless steps. Where can we go from here? 
Children wandering the green but pathless wood. 


You who have touched me, you who have embraced 
The center of my being, like blown milkweed pod 
In slanting summer light, the silk is not just one, 

It is so many strands that make the tireless source. 


You separated them with all due care, helpful, kind, 
Letting each shine against the deep rich sun 

That even now is coming on so fast, 

Fiber by fiber, each one taken up, 


Held for a second, observed, then gently blown 
To dust-mote light, taking its voyage on the air. 
And you were all smiles, smiles and laughter; 


For nothing can perturb you, not the falling sun 
Nor the dryness of the late September field, 
Since nothing can remove one’s true desire. 


The morning glory of your face with its bright star 
That speaks though all your smiles, your smiles 
When you are happy, when you’re laughing -- 
These so bright and broad -- and even 


When things don’t go the way you want: 
Luminous transcendence gathered from deep 
down 
Far in the flower’s secrets, its indigo and mystery: 
Your far and deep recesses where no one can 
reach. 


And this is called your holiness, I guess; 
This the inviolable and disappearing place 
To every glance. Perhaps it can be sensed, though, 


As a flower is sensed, just visibly at first, 

And then, and tentative, more close and intimate: 

The beauty of the morning glory and its star of 
day. 


Buddhist religion is a blossoming flower. 
There is no black inside their temples, 
Only bright yellow, like tall sunflowers, 
Or sometimes with an ochre tint, 


Crimson and vermillion wands of incense 

Placed in huge cauldrons made of polished brass -- 
Deep pink and red, and nowhere any shadows; 
Only incense smoke and chanted prayers. 


No one looks unhappy. There are offerings 
Laid out, usually sweet things -- pineapple cakes, 
Cookies, mangoes, pears, pomellos, grapes; 


The Buddha likes sweet things. The day is bright 
Outside the temple and the sky is blue, 
The last clouds of the last typhoon blowing by. 


Winter trees coated with arthritic ice 

Catch the sun in branches as it pinpoints through 
The kitchen window, past green curtains, 
Pie-wedging the toaster. Soon you will be up. 


You rise up early like the red-orange sun 

And say your prayers, but never tell me what; 

Even the sun has secrets, as it illuminates 

The gray bare trees; sluices of light are shining even 
now. 


Then you make breakfast. Not much for yourself, 
But you always try to make me eat some more. 
The sun half-way above the medical arts building -- 


And the trouble of the world will never cease. 
We do our best to love, take care of things. 
But even when we’re gone, it will not cease. 


Golden ciborium that the Priest holds up 

Contains the body and the blood of Christ; 

The lion of St. Jerome stalked through the archways 
Of the monasteries, guarding manuscripts. 


St. Anthony saw monsters in the desert night -- 
Griffins, fish heads, jackals, things without name. 
Opening their voices and their jaws, 

They may have swallowed or converted him; 


We cannot know. One thing is clear, 
Evil has taken over the whole world. 
Markets and markets, everything is markets, 


Sub-human scum sell excrement to each other. 
And yet one thing is certain: we can still get through 
And the people in themselves rise up again. 


You and I'll walk through the bamboo grove 
Listening to it clicking on itself in the coming 
Typhoon wind; the slender trees will waver 
And tap and seem to meet out time, although 


Not steadily, slight scraping taps, warnings of the 
storm, 

And the tossing shadows lead into a dense 

Invisible darkness: we never venture in, 

Although there are some paths that lead you there. 


Forests of bamboo; what am I doing here? 
I often wonder this: but then there’s you. 
You give me a circle of light in which to stand, 


A clearing in the foreign place, that’s not just trees 

But people, friendly strange ones, wishing me all 
well. 

And with such guidance, bright paths can be found. 


In my dream the jaguar’s face was painted black, 
And poison ivy came from his low torso: he was all 
leaves, 
Rain beads clustered in his lynx white fir, 
Which he still had. His jaws were like a pit dug in 
the ground. 


His legs were like five serpents, counting his tail. 
He was silent except for low orgasmic murmurs 
That shook the ground just slightly where he stood. 
He vibrated internally with startling incessant 
power. 


(Suddenly there was a rifle in my dream.) 
His eyes were green as arsenic, but glowing. 
They took in every corner of the night. 


Yet I was the exception: I was invisible to him. 

Three times he flowed past me in the brush 

And each time he ignored me. I was irrelevant. I 
shot him anyway. 


Candles around us, white for purity, 

For virtue, candles around the bed, 

Their seed-like flame steady and hovering 
Above the wick to show they’re 


Somewhat disembodied, not entirely 
Perhaps, but in the fire’s elevation, 
Like a drunken man’s, it rises 
Somewhat, just above the earth, 


In favor of a luminous excellence, 
Leaving the evil of the world behind 
In favor of exultation -- of resurrection -- 


From the realms of shit -- of stark commodity, 
Resurrection from the darkness into light, 
Into the realm freedom, light, spirit. 


The wind blows through the trees, but wind 

Is nothing to the spirit grown inside of us; 

The lilac bushes spread their bright pink, and the air 
is warm 

Across your face. The birch trees have their bark, 


Yet nothing to the graceful sway of willows 

Out along the river, where the beavers work. 

Fishing time will soon be here -- all those bullheads 

Lurking, growing their curled barbed whisker 
spines. 


Daphne, my dear Daphne, you showed me 
Your beautiful, colorful, entrancing land; 
Now it is my turn: deer in the deep woods, 


The countless streams and lakes, the trees so high 

You can’t even see up to the top, the great St. 
Lawrence 

With its countless islands, Niagara and its falls. 


Chinese woman, your gentleness is like the warmest 
breeze 
That comes, sometimes, from the South China Sea; 
Your voice is soft, conciliatory in trouble, always 
kind; 
It is a small light in the dim room of one's life. 


The Chinese say the soft is greater than the hard, 
Your comments are diplomatic and endearing; 

Don’t worry, you always say, Bu yau dan shing; 
And lay your hand on my arm to calm me down, 


There are many lights in our sometimes darkened 
life, 
Light and warmth we cannot always describe, 
Or even clearly know, and yet -- these are the 
graces. 


Your face, incomparably beautiful, 
Is one of them for me -- grace upon grace. 
A smile is a type of light, and kindness as well. 


A melon has a flower and a flowering vine, 
Two melons have two flowers, naturally, 
And two long vines that wind around the soil 
Drinking the sun with their two prickly skins. 


The power of the sun that comes in waves 

Soaks into them, like women tanning on a beach; 
Layer on layer of warmth and light -- who knows 
What secrets and what hidden power they store? 


Hot burgeoning of night; when all the sun’s warmth 
Is finally given back, wave after wave, and all the 
vines’ low heat 

Is given back as well, with its damp earthy scent. 


How is our small life meaningful? And how 
Is our larger and so mysterious life likewise? 
Through small secrets and gradual pathways. 


A book of many pages containing dreams, 
Pages of light and shadow, jade and stone; 
The waves themselves are books, infinite 
And turned by currents, opened in the green 


Depths of the water; there spinning light motes 
Read them and bug-eyed fish will swallow some; 
Hurricanes will toss them here and there 

And trenches sink them past all mortal count. 


What is the use of books, if these things happen? 
It could be none. Or else it could be 
They populate the world that’s not the world, 


Occupying corners of a disused place, 

Sea-sunk, or windblown through their pages, 

A cast-off human thing, of interest or concern to 
whom? 


You are mine and I am also yours. We rest 

Together lying side by side, sharing a dream perhaps 
In which we fly above the surface of the earth, 

The devastated and forgotten earth. 


Yet in our dream nothing like this is there: 

We see the blue-green crescent of all days, intact, 
The jade green rivers, luminous with sun, 

Mud flecks of deltas and the square corn fields, 


Miles and miles of wheat, and then the open, 
Almost uninhabited, the endless plains, 
And we imagine wild horses down there running 


In chaotic herds, grazing at will, fighting, mating, 
The seemingly eternal sun shining down 
On all of it -- the hills, the fields, the rivers. 


The night door closes on us, and we enter several dreams. 
In one there is a corridor, and then another one; we cannot 
find 
Our way out of the house that now, we see, is burning, 
And then a trap door in the attic, a stair drops down for us, 


We climb it and we find our parents there, as they were 
children: 
Surprisingly they know us from some pictures on the 
mantel piece, 
Pictures when we too were children: dust the universal 
element. 
A window is letting in a pale urine light, it is the future, 


But we do not look. A sheet the color of fly paper can be 
Scrolled down, a yellow string the color of earwax, 
A golden wedding band tied to its end. We pull it down. 


There’s small emotion in doing this. And then we look 
around. 
Our parents, both sets of them, have disappeared. They’re 
merely clothes and dust, 
Except for all four faces, which wear minimal grim smiles. 


The waving wheat beneath the spirit of the wind, 
Gold frothing with spike shadows in between. 

The sun is low, a flattened disc that floods gold fields 
To orange pink in the distance; shadows, 


Like the fingers of a hand: blades of the sun 

Cut down the wheat, and spears break through it, 
Testing here and there. Is there a harvester 

Still working down the rows? I see a green dot, 


But the sun is in the way. What is it -- 
Living in this place, the surface of the earth? 
Work, it would seem, and more than work. 


But there is also love: and we work at it, 
Helping each other, not with scything wheat, 
But with a thousand harvests every day. 


The silver fog flows in from the South China Sea. 
It stretches along the shore for ten kilometers, 
Cars run their headlights, yellow pearls in fog, 
The trees clouded with wet mist, beads of rain. 


Right now, somewhere, a piano’s playing. 

Someday they‘ll get it right; but the weather 

Dampens everything; the shops seem closed already, 
Though it’s only four o’clock. This life is almost gone. 


What is underneath the ground; I hope a better pianist. 

Through small passageways we meet our other life 

And find the times, the places where it all might have gone 
right. 


Beehives of possibility are there, but stored, like honey, 
In the past, a gold and perfect crystalline success, 
Bearing some other name and other dates. 


Even though I am not famous you love me anyway. 
And even though I’ve not accomplished many things, 
You count them all as many, as tremendous feats. 
It’s easy to say you’re biased, but you are. 


But then one day the river will reverse, 

Fire will turn cold, snow will be warm as sun, 
Will lure the sun down to the earth itself, 

And the hills and valleys will exchange places. 


Gold too will be worthless, everything 
Will be given to whoever needs it; 
It will be the fiery utopia so long dreamed of. 


But even though all this will happen, and it surely will, 
I still must strive, I still must strive all by myself, 
Must work, achieve the thing I want, and will. 


The Southern Cross is made of mica specks 
And silver dust and pomegranate seeds 

Set in the dewed infinity of southern sky 
Whose Marianas depths go on and on, 


Cornflower specks and spiked blue-green, 
Configured in a shape that some say 

Must contain all things -- whether of portents 
Or viaticum, the bright and dim mechanics 


Of all hope and fear: but you, my love of loves, 
You know quite well which side you choose, 
Your prayers are supplications fabled through the night, 


And mine are merely guesses, hopes, and fears, 
Yet the burning figure shining down on me 
May guide me still, somehow, on night pathways. 


March returns with its intense flat light, 

Its brutalizing winds, its bow-dipping waves, 

The gray of the water is not, and never is, more cold, 
And the beaches are deserted but for twisted wood. 


The beginning of the rains also, and sailors 

With forsythia yellow northwesters, pulled down hats... 
“Fisherman’s friends” are in every mouth; all throats 
Are scratchy like an old-time record player. 


For out into the dim South China Sea 

You watch the waves come in; waves, people, wars, 

And economic war. You wonder what will happen to 
Taipei. 


I wonder too. Taipei of luminous adds on building sides, 

Of absolutely the best metro anywhere, Taipei 

Of small stands selling food so cheap. Taipei of the tallest 
building in the world. 


In my dream the blue-black rain was flooding the 
Apartment 
And the lizards crawled along the upper wall, three 
roaches 
With the faces of small birds were flying in and out 
Through the cigarette marked screen, and the screen 
was orange 


With rust or menstrual blood, though that’s a darker 
shade, 
The wooden table in the middle of the room began 
to spin, 
But no one was kneeling at it (there were no chairs) 
And the elderberry grapes along the wallpaper fell 
in clusters 


Into my guest’s mouth. She was the first one that 
this happened to, 
And so in honor of this event I made her tea with 
morphine. 
She said she wanted more, but that was it (not 
really, I was saving it). 


As the hashish smoke, the color of a burnt out light 
bulb, filled the air, 
We discovered inside each elderberry, there were 
seven worlds: 
A luminous jelly one, a faint dim one, and then the 
Gnostic star steps and their 
fiery gates. 


Elderberry in the later spring, purple blossoms, 
almost black, 
The weather’s warmer now, the breeze is mild 
And elderberry wine is good to drink. Things that 
are close 
Are almost inside us; things that are far are eaten by 
the sun. 


The sun blooms outward through the sky, each 
night 
The opening enigma of sunset, and then closed 
down; 
Space has a listening, just as visibility to sight. 
The world is open to the ear and to the eye. 


Now its sounds are changed, more clear and far -- 
Premonition opens like a seed, each moment: 
What will come after it? And of what kind? 


A summer storm? A flood? A hurricane? 
The loss of all your money in the bank? 
Or just the swaying of the elderberry bush? 


Gladiolas, hollyhocks, these old-fashioned flowers -- 
And yet no flower is ever old-fashioned, 

Planted close together, as my mother did 

With lilies of the valley for the Virgin; 


Bright early spring, spring near Easter time, 
The air still cool and damp, I wore my old 
Apple green polyester jacket when I went out 
Riding on my bike. Speed burned my face, 


And the wind tousled even my short hair. 
When it got dark the houses were all black, 
Cubes raying out sliced up television light. 


No one was out; the street was dark and still. 
I parked my bike, and went indoors, watched 
TV for a while, felt tired, and went to bed. 


The trees have gathered snow around themselves 

And blue stalagmite waves, climbing the white beach, 
Inch their way up to cigarette smoke and ash 

Between white mats of crotches and brown aerial wands. 


Loud wings of black crepe paper crowd around 
And settle, loosing excrement on reaching arm 
And torso and on ground snow itself -- jeweled 
Settings of bright shiny calcium with a blackened crust. 


The crows’ profuse boluses of ash and ink -- 
Their call is always many calls, is choruses 
Of something not quite living, desperate, not yet dead. 


Dishes set down in thousands before the king of earth. 
Who is the king of earth and what is he? 
Computers calculate all this. Newspapers clean it up. 


When you pray you place your spirit in the holy blue. 

The earth comes up to meet you, bringing you its strength. 

The soil beneath the earth supports the earth, 

And the fire deep inside the earth grows rooted in your 
heart. 


Breeze comes from the south, the north, the east, the west. 

All the air supports you, it is absolutely pure, 

Waters from downhill, overflowing all their banks, 

And yet there is no flood. There is the spirit of bright 
holiness. 


This is for you, and this is all for you. 
The evil ones, the ones who can’t find this, 
Those who devote themselves to excrement and money. 


People like the landlord and the slick car dealer. 
May they rot in hell. For hell is not beneath the earth. 
Hell is right here among us. Hell is of the mind. 


Full ripeness of apples, pears, peaches, bananas, 
Sugar cane and light green Chinese tea, all 

Pure water from the springs of earth, the soil 
That brings forth the fire deep inside 


And makes things what they are, burgeoning 
In fire, water, earth, invisible and active air 
Much like the holy spirit, or perhaps it is; 
Unbelievers begone, you are not worthy 


To receive the fruits of earth, you are not 
Worthy to receive your vision or your hearing, 
Your taste or touch, nor worthy to receive these others here, 


And certainly you are not worthy to receive 
My now espoused Saint, my one pure girl. 
You are but human excrement, poisoning the world. 


Dark pelt-like night, deep lake of blackness 
Where the filings of the stars float in their still 
And oil-like luminous reflections, drifting 
Past the limits of the earth, and clouds 


Are blue and green in the water’s light wake, 
Tattering the sky to corridors of yet 

Invisible light, with fragrant darkness 

Rising from the stillness of the absent waves, 


Pebbles in shined water shine and make a path 
Of oil in the moon’s complete eclipse. 
Glimmering like diamonds of the serpents' backs, 


Reaching a magic pathway for your step: 
The serpents are benign, and all enchanted still, 
And if they dare to hurt, they will be killed. 


In the morning when you rise the sun is yours. 
It floods in like a river all around you, 
Showers you with yellow and gold rose petals 
And your eyes are open wide to see it all. 


Your skin is warmed by it, your hair lustrous 
And warm, and all the good of day is gathered 
Ready to be placed into your arms; 

You are the spirit of this time and place, 


But really a subtle fire burns in you: 
The light and glory of your holiness -- 
You are the angel set down in the darkness, 


On the earth, a mortal angel, still, 
But with the light, and more than light, the radiance, 
The beauty of the air and of all holy space. 


This poem is my last one for you now. 

I hope you like them, and I hope they’re true: 
Near is the god, they say, and difficult to grasp. 
But what about an angel? Beauty, light, 


Shine forth; perhaps I am not worthy yet. 

This poem is my last one for you now. 

You know we’ve known each other for so long; 
Over and over I have been amazed. 


For you are holiness given to the catastrophic earth. 
You are the Light that shines in darkness. 
A small light to be sure, but indispensable. 


It is a privilege to have known you here. 
It was a privilege to have met you -- How? 
This poem is my last one for you now. 


AFTERWORD 


Encounters With the Author in Taipei 


We first made the author’s acquaintance at a well-known 
restaurant in Taipei, the Wysteria Tea House, famous as 
having been a meeting place for dissident intellectuals in 
the years of political struggle in Taiwan . 


During the recent effort to publish his rather extensive 
work, we had occasion to discuss aspects of his past and 
current writing. 


Your poetry is quite varied in style and in form. Where do 
you locate yourself in the overall debate concerning poetic 
form? 


I consider myself an eclectic. The main thing for me is to 
grasp, mentally, a certain object -- that is, an experience, a 
scene, an event -- to see it and feel it. Any language that 
seems to convey the reality of that is good, any which 
remains merely language, merely words, is for me of no 
interest, in some cases it is actively negative, in the sense of 
being obstructive. 


A cliche? 


Yes or not even a cliche but in a way worse than that. Much 
of our language obscures the nature of reality. Words in 
themselves are, in a sense, the enemy of writing. I tell 
students that all the time. Words most often merely convey 


the usual accepted social understanding. Writing is for the 
purpose of grasping reality itself, which is always 
something other than the social understanding. 


Do you consider yourself a political writer? 


All writing is political in the sense of attempting to correct 
these false social understandings. At times its purpose is to 
merely reveal with a new freshness, a perceptual freshness, 
as it were. But even this itself has a certain basic political 
significance, in the sense that awakened human beings will 
act and think differently than those who are at rest in the 
normal tranquilized non-perception that we usually are 
caught up in. 


Does living outside the United States help or hinder your 
writing? 


I think it helps, in general. It is in some ways a very 
undeveloped culture, yet in other ways it is overbearing. 
(The US, that is.) There is, for example, a great deal of 
rather stifling political correctness, as it's called, and to get 
away from that is itself a positive thing. For a while I had 
no idea how I would ever get all this material published, 
especially if you're not there trying to do all the 
"networking" that is needed, and which I was absolutely 
terrible at anyway -- worse than terrible, I really had no 
clue, I still don't, I suppose. And then it came about that 
you could just do it all by yourself, by means of the 
internet. 


How much material is it? It's quite a lot, it would seem. 
Yes, I guess it's about 40 volumes or so. Over 2,000 pages, 


if you want to measure it like that. I don't know how much 
it would weigh. 


There seem to be many styles represented. Was that 
something you consciously strove for? 


Yes. I always wanted to be able to represent a wide variety 
of experiences. My first models for the artist were people 
such as Picasso, Goethe, Bach -- artists who could work in 
a very wide range of forms and even use widely different 
styles. Of course, I can't compare myself to people like that, 
but it was still a goal, to try many types of things. 


What sorts of things are you working on currently? 


Well as you know I am trying to get all this existing work 
published, going through it, touching it up here and there, 
proofreading, and so forth. After that, I think I might return 
to some translating work -- Holderlin especially, and some 
Chinese poets, but don't ask me which ones. 


All right, but can you say whether they are modern or 
classical? 


Classical. My favorite is Mung Hao-Ren, actually. 


There are many other things to talk about, but perhaps 
that's a good note to end on for now. 

But what were you trying to do in these poems in 
particular? 


I don’t know how to answer that. I would just say that I 
think the reader will notice echoes of Dylan Thomas, Hart 
Crane, Keats, Shakespeare, and others. The book seems to 
occupy an intersection between Surrealism and 


Romanticism, a conjunction that many modern poets have 
worked, but in recent years perhaps few, at least in English. 


Well at least you've given us a little clue. 


Yes, a little one. 
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